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tered the gate, ascended the steps of the front door, and
knocked. In the interim, before his summons was an-
swered, the stranger was observed to shake the ashes
out of his pipe.

"What did he say in that sharp voice?" inquired one
of the spectators.

"Nay, I know not," answered his friend. "But the sun
dazzles my eyes strangely. How dim and faded his lord-
ship looks aU of a sudden! Bless my wits, what is the
matter with me?"

"The wonder is," said the other, "that his pipe,
which was out only an instant ago, should be all
alight again, and with the reddest coal I ever saw.
There is something mysterious about this stranger.
What a whiff of smoke was that! Dim and faded did
you call him? Why, as he turns about the star on his
breast is all ablaze."

"It is, indeed," said his companion; "and it will go
near to dazzle pretty Polly Gookin, whom I see peeping
at it out of the chamber window."

The door being now opened, Feathertop turned to
the crowd, made a stately bend of his body like a great
man acknowledging the reverence of the meaner sort,
and vanished into the house. There was a mysterious
kind of a smile, if it might not better be called a grin or
grimace, upon his visage; but, of all the throng that be-
held him, not an individual appears to have possessed
insight enough to detect the illusive character of the
stranger except a little child and a cur dog.

Our legend here loses somewhat of its continuity,
and, passing over the preliminary explanation between
Feathertop and the merchant, goes in quest of the
pretty Polly Gookin. She was a damsel of a soft,
round figure, with light hair and blue eyes, and a fair,
rosy face, which seemed neither very shrewd nor very
simple. This young lady had caught a glimpse of the
glistening stranger while standing on the threshold, and